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an old-style- d collar and neck-scarf- . Beneath It
was painted in small black letters, "William
He nry Harrison." "This was found in Ger-
many, away in some remote corner by some
tourists," she, explained. "It was bought by them
aod sent to Mr. Harrison. You tee it is a paint
ing of his grandfather, and was one of the arti-
cles ia use at bis time. How it got to Germany
they could not learn."

But Mrs. Harrison's home? It Is cot extra-
ordinary in arty way. One enters the unusu-
ally wide hall by double glass doors. On one
side of the ball, which is at the side of the house
instead of the center, is a large, dark leather
settee and two high-bac- k leather chair. On a
small inla.d-to- p table near the parlor door are a
few brightly colored asters in a large antique
jar, and a basket of ripe pesrs. Above hangs an
old painting bylnmao of General Harrison's his-
toric gradfather. It is draped witn the stars and
stripe's of the United States. A large silk flag
is also hung midway in the halL The parlor is
large and not crowded. The furniture is eaty
and of a variety of designs. A piece of rare old
tapestry hangs above the mantel, on which are
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pearls, and I have some fine ones, but I am net
fond of much jewelry of any kind."

I cannot describe tbe parlor ia which we sat
because it would take many visits to become
familiar with all its beauties. I know the car-
pet was pleasing to tbe eye and soft to the
touch: that the daylight came in through the
wide French windows with a gentle, subdued
effect, produced by the green Venetian blinds. I
know the walls were hung with fine paintings;
that the chairs were nug and of variety, and
grouped so easily that tney fairly coaxed one to
sit down and talk. I know that tbe little tables
were strewn with photographs and rare knick-knack- s,

and that the breeze from tbe Hudson
came creeping in, rattling stray papers and
twisting the colored yarn. I know that it was
all as perfect, and sweet, and comfortable as it
could be and not one bit "tiff or formal. Ia
short, the entire house and i.s occupants seemed
agreeable and unconventiontl.

"J love America and everything American,
said Mrs. Morton warmly, "so much so that my
friends tease me about it. I have very many
friends abroad, and I like to go across occasional-
ly, because really tbe enly way to get a man eut
of? from hi business is to tako him abroad
where ce can't get to work. I think a trip always
does Mr. Morton good, but I am always glad to
get back to my dear old land. I just thick it is
so perfect that we cannot introduce anything
foreign that will excel or even equal what we
have. My household is strictly American."

"What do you do all day?"
"My days are very busy, as is every mother's

when she does her duty," she said pleasantly.
"I have always been my own housekeeper, and,
althoush I am cot a practical cook, 1 know what
to order and when things arc right or wrorg. I
see after everything of a domestic nature. I get
up at 7 o'clock and give my servants orders for
the day; then I see to every detail about my
children that they are bathed, what they shall
wear and eat At 8:39 o'clock we breakfast
Since we have been here the children eat with
us. and tho first thing discussed ia the news.
We take all the newspapers, as we wish to read
both sides of the political question. The gov-

erness reads them to the children, who take as
much interest in it as I do. Then I keep up an
extensive correspondence. My literary effort
are confined to voluminous letter-writin- g, but
my uncle, Alfred Street, who died some years
ago in New Yoik, was a poet"

Will you stay at Ellerslie all the fall?"
"I hope to. My mother is with me cow and

later I expect f cumber of friends. When I
told them I was coming to live here they all
said I would die of tbe heat and loneliness, but
I have felt neither. 1 rever was happier in my
life. Juat step here until I show you the grand
view we have."

A broad, clear space of rolling green going
down, down until it is lost in a dark, heavy
wood that seems to touch the water's edge,
leaves unbroken apertect view of the great
Hudson, which looks in tbe sunlight like a
mirror on which the quicksilver has been slight-
ly rufded; above the canopy of blue sky over
which white, airy clouds are slowly drifting,
while cn the right loomed up as if Jall-powerf- ul

the dark mountains which stretch further and
further away until they become but a black line.
Down below graze cattle, and coming along m

diitant lane are cows, stopping occasionally tc
get a mouthful of grass from along the wayside.

"How many children have vouP
"Now you will laugh when I tell you thst I

have done nothing but raise a family and keep
bouse since 1 married, but it constitutes my
whole happiness," she added hastily, as if fear-
ing I would infer otherwise. "Edith, my eld-

est 18 tall, handsome girl of fourteen; Lena ia
thirteen, Helen is twelve. Lewis Parsons, my
eldest boy, died while we were in London. Ah6
is next and is nine, and Mary, the baby, is sev-
en. They have a French governess, and they
keep up their mueis and drawing during the
summer; all other lessons are put by until win-
ter. They are very bappy children, too. They
have their tennis grounds, their pony and dog--

cart, in which they take long daily drives about
tbe country; they ride and they do fancy work,
and then each has her little duty to perform.
One looks after the poultry and brings in the
eggs; another sees to feeding the dogs, another
to the flowers, and soon. They are busy chil-
dren. Tby have formed a sewing class of the
farmers' children, many of thm from among
our farmers, and others from the outside. Every
Saturday morning they meet here, and Edith,
Lena and Helen teach them sewing. Then they
get up picnics and invite us to attend. They
have one for I think. Mr. Morton
has bad tables pnt in tbe grove and it is cow a
very pleasant dace for picnie parties. They
com from all quarters with their baskets and
spend whole daya down there. It makes us
bappy that we can give a little pleasure to oth
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is a comfortable two story red brick bouse. It
is set back from the street, a little to ooe side of
the green lawn which surrounds it At the
rear is a frame stable, and a few busby trees
break the sod. Under one of these a collie puts
to hlsjtime sleeping and snapping at bothersome
fliss. There is nothing remarkable about the
house; in fact,-- it is the most unpretentious of
any along this way, for North Delaware is
a beautiful street of artistic buildings. A
grassy track and rows of trees divide the street,
smooth and clean, from the sidewalk. The
houses are all set back some distance, and the
lawns are smooth or broken by flower beds.
Tennis grounds and swinging hammocks show
that pleasure and ease are both given some
thought.

I had waited several days for Mrs. Harrison's
return from Tut-in-IBa- y, and it was with some
trepidation I called the next morning, fearing
she would be too weary to see any visitors. How-
ever, there was no hesitancy about admitting
me, no mysterious running about as if they had
something to hide. The woman showed me into
the parlor, and returned almost immediate? to
say that Mrs. Harrison would be down in a few
moments.

"Mamie," I heard a clear, musical voice call,
"come, take the baby; I wantto go down stairs.

"Yes, mamma," and a slender, girlish figure,
in a neat morning-gown- , ran lightly past the
door up-stair- s. I heard the soft rustle of skirts,
and then a little lady with large brown eyes and
grayish hair stood before me, "I am Mrs. Har-
rison," she announced, and held out her hand
and looked at mo inquiringly, while I told the
ntture of my visit

"I think it is rather embarrassing to ask one
to talk of themselves," she said with a smile.
"Von would get a better story, either favorably
or otherwise, by going to some one who knows
me; yet if I can give yon anything that will help
you I shall be most happy."

"I was afraid that you might be too tired
from your trip to see visitors this morning."

"I am not in the least tired," she asserted,
with a bright smile. "It was a trip for rest, and
has been of benefit to Mr. Harrison. I am
proud that I have a great deal of vitality. I am
never ill, and since tho nomination I have cot
had an hour, I can say, to rest. A little baby
girl has come to my daughter since then, and I
have had the entire care of them both and of my
grandson, Benjamin, added to my other duties.
With it all I am well and harpy. 1 have always
taught myself not to fuss and worry; that it only
increases discomfort and never deducts from it;
so I think that the secret of my perfect health."

"With all these duties it must be necessary
to hare a housekeeper," 1 suggested.

"No, indeed," she laughed merrily. "That's
what I never had. When I was a girl my dear
old mother made me learn to work. It used to
make me angry, 'I will never do this when I
am married, I would afsert petulantly. 'Very
well,' mother would answer quietly, the knowl-
edge will be no trouble if you don't and if you
are ever compelled to, it will be invaluable,' So
I was taught everything and became quite an
expert, especially as a baker. My bread was
beautiful. I don't know bow nice it would be
now, for it is years since I have made any. My
knowledge has served me well in making me a
skillful housekeeper. 1 hare always attended to
my own household matters and think it a great
pleasure. I often get up at G o'clock in order to
go to market I always take Benjamin, my
grandson, with me, because the early morning
ride does him good. Do my own marketing!
Why, certainly, always; how else could 1 expect
to have things to pleas me?"

"Will you tell me of your girlhood daysP
"Yes, they were my bappy ones." she said,

feeling!v. "I was born in Oxford, O. My
father. Dr. John W. Scott, was professor of the
Miami University at the time of my birth, and
was afterward president of the female college
in the same town, which position be held at the
time of my marriage. I received my education
at the seminary there, and was a bappy girl.
We village girls were tery simple in our wants
then. We bad driving and sleighing parties,
but we did oot dance. It was considered a great
sin there, but we naanged to have just as much
fnn without. We would put oa our newly-starche- d

calico dresses and sanbonnets, and we
were grd and content Isn't it wonderful
how the ifves of girls have changed? Imagine
any girl daring her graduating year wearing a
sonbonnet, yet we all did so, ana we were proud
of them when newly laundered."

"Where did you meet General Harrlsonr
"At Oxford. He was a student at the univer-

sity and I at the seminary. Wo were friends
and we were graduated the same year. When
be was twenty years old and I almost that we
were married. So we started in life young and
we have never been sorry."

"Are your parents livincP
"My father, who will by eighty cine years old

in January, is living in Washington with my
widowed sister. Mrs. Iiumll Lord. I have alio
a brother living."

"What family have your
"I have a son in Montana. He is married to

the daughter of Senator Saunders, the old war
Governor. My son has a cattle ranch and is
somewhat of a journalist. He has one child,
Martisser, a little daughter. I have a daugh-
ter, Mrs. Mary wo call her Mamie McKee.
She lives here with u.s and her husband is a
tradesman in a boot and shoe bouse in this city.
They were married when Mr. Harrison was in
Washington, so we bad them take charge of the
bouse for us, and since our return they have
lived with us. My daughter has two children,
Benjamin Harrison McKee, eighteen years old,
who is the ninth Benjamin Harrison directly
down, and tho baby, Mary Lodge McKee, who is
but eight weeks old, but is a jolly, plump little
fairy."

"what is your regular routine of the day!"
"It does not differ from any one's." she said.

"I t:et up at 6, do my marke'ting, breakfast at
7:30, bathe and dress the babies and have a
romp with Benjamin, lunch at land have din-
ner at C Except in the summer months 1 de-
vote two mornings weekly to painting lessons,
and one morning to a literature class, of which
I am a member. By the way, this is a very
literary city. We have three literary classes as
well as literary clubs; and we have a woman'
club, which is most entertaining and instruct-
ive. Besides the Woman's Club we bavo the
1fortnightly Club and the Merrill Literary Club,
named in honor of our teacher, Miss Katharine
Merrill, a remarkably gifted woman. Our suc-
cess is due to her teaching."

in addition to all this Mrs. Harrison is quite a
musician, understanding musio thoroughly and
being very fond of it And now I have not told
you what she looks like, but as her faco is already
familiar to the reading publie there is not much to
tell. Suppose I describe her as she looked the
morning I called on her. She is small, probably
not more than five feet two. and has a plump
figure. Her bands and feet are baby like in
size, and her little dimpled fingers display a
marriage ring and three diamonds. She wore a
plain gray cloth skirt and plaited jacket, belted
at the waist Her sleeves were tight and plain,
showing the ontlines of a finely molded arm,
and enameled gold bracelets clasped the fair
wrists. Her eyes are large and a soft brown,
and her bair contrasts beautifully, being gray.
Her month is the right size for beuuty. She
wears a soft, fluffy bang and her hair coiled low
on her neck. Her pictures do not do her jus-
tice, as they cannot show how her face lights up,
bow the soul comes iuto her eyes and bow the
expression foretells every thought. She ia a
brilliant conversationalist, and indeed a most
cultivated as well as a beautiful woman.

Mrs Harrison is devoted to the babies in her
household. Little Benjamin is her treasure.
She pets everything that comes her way, from
her husband down to Dash, the eoll.e, which
lies snapping flies in the sunshine. She carries
sugar and apples in her pocket for ber horse,
it rubs its nose gratefully and affectionately
against ber shoulder and begs for more as well
as gives thanks for that received. She did own
a mocking bird that followed her about the
bouse and perched on herahoulder when she sat
(J own, and the neighbors do say it could almost
talk, and that the understanding was perfect be-
tween them. It died not long since, ao it is not
mentioned now. A beautiful young fawn, a gift
to grandson Benjuiic,i just now the newest pet

Mrs. Harrison is a diligent and studious rend-
er, but does cot find much interest in the corels
of to-da-y. She is a member of the Presbyterian
Church, and until she removed to Washington
taught a class in the Sunday-schoo- l. She is also
one of the most useful and tireless managers of
the Orphan Asylum. She ie passionately fond
of music and has quite a brilliant performer in
her daughter, Mrs. McKee. Moreover, with all
her brilliancy, Mrs. Harrison enjoys a good joke,
and can tell in ao inimitable manner very funny
anecdotes.

"I want to show you a souvenir we bavo just
received from Grmanv, and which we prize
above all things," said Mrs. Harrison. Going to
another rccm she returned with an d

china cup and saucer'. On the side of the cup
was a small hand painting of a hoe old face and
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, some antique china ornaments. In the back par- -

lor is . a piano, an - easel coming me iu-size- a

photograph of Mr. Levi P. Morton, and many
pretty things which go to make a bouse home-
like. That is it Mrs. Harrison's house is home-
like all over.

"I want to show you eome prcttv things
which the people kindly send us," said Mrs. Har-
rison, and I went around with her looking at
one dainty campaign article after another. Per-
haps the most peculiar was a log cabin made by
an old colored man in Virginia, who walked
eight miles to Richmond to send it to them. It
is about eight feet In length, and is a typical
Southern log cabin. It has a long chimney, and
tho door and window will open and shut. Be-

tween them on the outside of the cabin hangs a
miniature coon-ski- n. On a shelf by the door
is a wood pigg.n and a gourd. A barrel, which
lies by the side of the cabin, is marked "hard ci
der."" Along pole goes up from the end of the
cabin, and on it is a Harrison and Morton silk
banner, on which is also inscribed, "Americans
for America," and the 6tars and stripes wave
from the end. It is a perfect thing, and much
valued by Mrs. Harrison,

"I lived in Indianapolis all alone with my two
children while Mr. Harrison was in the war,"
said Mrs. Harrison, after showing me around.
"Those were my sad days, but I forced - myself
to be cheerful, and looked after my horn and
little babies until merciful Providence restored
my husband to me."

"Carrie Scott, as Mrs. Harrison was known
in youth, was a beautiful girl," said Mrs. Miller,
a neighbor, who has been acquainted with Mrs.
Harrison for many years. "She was always
well-bred- , bae a lovely disposition, makes
friends everywhere, and changes in fortune
never leave aoy mark on her. She is always
dignified and yet cordiaL She never holds her-
self aloof, aod is very sympathetic I have
never known her to grow impatient, and she
meets every one who is anxious to see her. She
is very discreet, and her worst enemies, if she
has any, could find do fault. One beautiful
thing in her disposition is charity - for human
faults. She always speaks softly of the erring
and finds excuses for tbera. As for dresaing,
she prefers plain gowns and keeps to quiet
colors dark shades for street, and white, pearl
and gray for evenings. She dresses becomingly
and properly, and as befits her society; outside
of that she does cot care. She does cot like
much jewelry and especially dislikes a display
of largo diamonds."

Mr. L.evl 1. Morton.
RiriNKUECK, N. Y., Sept 8. "Do yoa know

Mrs. Morton?" asked the driver as he shoved his
elbow familiarly into my ribs. I looked at him
steadily for a moment but the very sight of his
jlly. sun-burne- d face, his innocent blue eyes
a:.i bright rert bair scattered my anger and left
instead an indication to laugh. Although I was
conscious of smiling I replied stiffly:

"I have cot that pleasure."
"On tnsinees then, eh? ho suggested, with a

grin and another familiar cud je.
"Rather," 1 answered shortly, and then to turn

the subject said: "What a beautiful country and
what lovely roads!" I had just arrived at Rhine-bec-k

an hour before, and the first thing I saw at
the station was a mammoth Harrison and Mor-
ton banner.

"This is Ellerslie, Rhinecliff, Mrs. Morton's
home," said the driver as we whirled past the
stone gate posts. "Everybody drives through
here. There are other gates to go out of which,
lead to other fine homes. Mr. Morton has built
a large, new bouse. He had the old Kelly
house pulled down." Large, old trees complete-
ly shaded the perfectly smooth road. We
whirled along beneath them, across an artistic
bridge which spans a little lake, then a sudden
turn ahowed the conservatory high above the
road en a grnsy knoll and reached by white
marble ttepa. The thick foliage of a group
cf large trees bide3 the house until
one is close to it. It is a large, artis-
tically designed bouse, with a carriage drive
at one side and a piazza at the other. The
piazza wss rendered cool and shady by green
Venetian blinds. A servant in livery answered
tbe bell, and I walked up a flight of stairs into
the large reception-hall- , which is a model of
architectural beauty. Directly opposite tho en-
trance are wide glass doors leading to the piaz-
za. Tbe broad stairs, with their carved balus-
trade, wind up from the left side to the upper
floors, and in the alcove is a white marble bust
and an antique clock. Next to it is the doer to
Mr. Morton's library, whicn faces the parlor.
A marble bust of Mr. Morton rests on a pedestal
opposite the stairway, and there is an old-fashion-

high mantel in the same hard wood as tbe
floor. A number of easy-chair- s, two cauter-ta-bls- s

strewed with magazines and bric-a-bra- c,

and a variety of warm, soft rugs on the floor
made ap the room.

Two little girls in red cambrie gowns and
large roueh straw hats, trimmed with a thin
white material, went past and out the door.
Then a lady came dewu the stairs and coming
up to me alzed if I was Nellie Biy and au-nounc- ed

that she was Mrs. Morten. She in-

vited mo to go with ber to the parlor. I told
her the object cf my visit, and she laughingly
said:

"Really cow, there is nothing to write about
me; if there were I would give it."

"Tbro is always something," 1 said, "and tbe
Eublie likes to know something of the wives and

of candidates."
"Well, this is our home; I shall be pleased to

show it to you," she said. "We have been in it
only a month, and we are all very bappy. Since
Mr. Morton bought It, two years ago, the chil-
dren and I have dreamed of it night and day,
and now our dreams are verified. It was built
just for comfort, and I can say we have it We
went over the plans ourselves with that object,
and everything is satisfactory."

"How does being the wife of a candidate affect
you?"

'I don't notice that it makes any difference.
Everything goes on juat the same, except that
Mr. Morton has mote to do. Mr. Morton has a
great number of newspaper people to see him,
but you are the first who has thought me worth
while to visit," she said, with a laugh that dis-
closed tbe prettiest little dimples up close to the
cornor of her beautifully-shape- d month.

Mrs. Morton is handsome undeniably hand-
some. She is about 5 feet G inches in height
She would be a little too heavy for a girl al-

though there are many girls as heavy but she
has a tapering waist and beautifully-moulde- d

ceck and arms. Her eyes are large, bluish-gra- y

and very expressive. Her complexion is a
healthy white. She can boast of her cose, and
her mouth is exquisitely aristocratic
Her lips are eurved and full, and every
smile awakens the most babyish and be-
witching dimples I have almost ever seen.
Although Mrs. Morton's face has not one wrinkle,
and ber years scarcely seem to warrant it her
hair looks quite gray in the dimly-lighte- d room.
Gray hair is always an attraction, even when
combined with a youthful face. It was dressed
very neatly, twisted to the crown of the bead
and there rested in heavy, smooth coils, met by
a wavy fringe on he forehead.

Of course every woman will want to know how
Mrs. Morton was dressed. Well, she wore a
gray cotton gown, with a waist which fitted to
perfection, the skirt trimmed in white, open-
work embroidery. A straight gold bar fastened
the collar, and there was no other jewelry ex-
cept a large solitaire and a large emerald on the
third finger of the left hand. A gray cotton
gown, tho material of which couldn't have cost
more than $5t Think of it! and a woman, too,
whose husband is quoted at some $20,000,000.

"Do you receive many begging letters, Mrs.
Morton?"

"Yes, but that ts not new. I received just as
many before Mr. Mprtcc was nominated as cow.
1 think that comesVhto every one's life more or
less."

"I was born in Poughkcepsie, N. Y.,B said
Mrs. Morton, when I urged her to tell me of her-
self. ".My name was Anna Livingstone Street.
My father was a lawyer in practice there, and
so there we lived and I received my education.
After a while wo removed to New ork, and I
was in society quite a while before I met Mr.
Morton. So, you ee, there's nothing to tell."

"What did you do as a girl!"
"I can't recall much of anything. I never

rode or danced, and I never painted, bnt I was
something of a musician. I used to and do yet"
pouting to a work-baske- t filled with yam,
"crochet for missions. Other fancy work I do
cot like."

"What do you like best in dressH
"Something plain, always plain," she an-

swered, hurriedly. "I never cared for dress;
but you know when one is in society ooe must
obey eertain rules or be conspicuous for eccen-
tricity. I wear coining but cotton or flannel
gowns during the summer, or for very extra
affairs foulards. My preference ia jewels is for
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I suppose yoa will return to the city thif
winterT I said.

"Yes, in the late fall. We live at 83 Fifth ave-
nue; but we do cot own tbe bouse. We are
Episcopaliaas," she roplied in answer to my
question.

"I do cot talk politics," she said with a Inugh, '

"and I do cot want any more rights than lbve,
but I am a politician for my husband's take.
Everything that concerns him ia my interest
and I do all I can to aid him ia every way. I
have no interests that are cot connected with
my borne. My husband and my children are my
whole thought and care. I did not tell yoa, I
believe, that Edith, my eldest daughter, gives
bright promises of being an able violinist"

"Have you any brothers or sisters?"
"I have no sisters, but I have a brother in

Louden. He is a partner cf S;r Roderick Cam-
eron in Australian shipping business. My father
has been dead some twenty years."

"What do you read Mrs. MorlonH
"Well, I don't do much reading cow except

the newspapers. We get both Republican and
Democratic Journals, and I read them all, as we
do cot like to take a narrow view of anything.
Occasionally I read covels, but I do cot get
much time aside from my 'duties to devote to
reading. I am just cow in the midst of 'Robert.
Eiismere,' and I think it very interesting. Did
you ever sea sueh a display of campaign articles!
aeked Mrs. Morton, with a littj laugh. "We
bv so roaDy sent us, aod I value them quite
biehly. I intend to keep them all together as
souvenirs."

She took me across the hall to Mr. Morton's
library, a very model, where she showed mc
some of the articles they had received. On the
low book-cue- , which encircles the room, oa
either side a bronze figure, were leather plaque
busts of Harrison and Morton. There were en-
graved and hand-painte- d pictures bearing their
photographs, satin banners of different designs,
one cf very fine work framed, satin ribbons for
the lapel, a Harrison and Morton Waterbury
wtAch and all aorta of things, from the finest of
work to Turkish towels with "Harrifon and
Morton" woven in colored letters. "The child-
ren claim the right to all the buttons, which
come by tbe dozen, and tbey go about wearing
several at a time. Well, Chick, why are yoa
cot out?" she said, putting ber arms around a

.little girl in a big straw hat, who had caught
her skirt

"I was studying," she replied. "The others
are out"

"What a busy child it is," she eaid tenderly.
Then: "Tbe day is too fine to be indoors; go, yoa
must take a drive. Our overseer wanted me to
see some of the cows tbat he intends to send to
tbe fair," she said, as we stood on the stairs
waiting for my driver; "he is very proud1 of
them, so I must go."

And then we shook hands and with a few
pleasant words parted. 1 found Mrs. Mortoa
the most informal and approachable cf any
woman I ever interviewed. t

FASTER TANEtL

He is Engaged in Investigating Saspended;
Animation and the Matter of Hibernation, v

Chicago, Sept 15. Dr. IL S. Tanner, who
became famous about eight years ago by fasting
forty days in Clarendon Hall, New York city,
arrived in Chicago yesterday, from New Mexico.
He is apparently ia perfect health, and his girth
is such as to suggest anything except abstinence
from food. About the last word from the doc-
tor, previous to bis arrival here, was that hs
was in New Mexico, living upon a purely vere-tab- le

diet At present be eats two meals a day
in summer and one meal a day in winter. Ia
an interview be says that he has been in Mexico
for four years, pursuing investigations into tho
subject of suspended animation or counterfeit
death. He Is convinced that Urge cumbers cf
people are annually buried alive all over the
world, and from his study of various cases, and
tho records of societies or. the subject
in Holland and elsewhere, he i't convinced that,
so eub'.le is the principle of life, no tone can
undertake to say that it is extinct until decom-
positionthe only sure sign has set in. Ho
declares that the dead in this country are bnrie
with Indecent, with criminal haste, and tbat
burials of oersons who are cot absolutely dead
are murders. The doctor is also pursuing an-
other branch of euit fui ended animation, viz :
hibernation. He declares tbat bears and other
hibernating animals do oot use their lungs
during the hibernating aeaon, and he is con-
vinced that man can biberneU. He refers to
the lone trances of the Hindoo adepts, ac-

complished throuch long seasons of fasting, and
declares it to be his belief that these trances
are merely seasons of hibernation. The doctor
says be is studying with a view to making iome
experiments in this line, and that the time may
come when he will permit himself to be sealed
cp in an air-tig- ht crSia and laid away unt:l such
time as be shall designate for it to be opeced.

Every Pay aai Sunday, Too.
Tbe popular Dee-lic- e will sell tickets to iVfc

Louis and return at $31

75 and 77 South Pennsylvania Street.
NATURAL OAS LINE PIPE, DRIVE TIPE. TUBINO, CASINO, BOILER TUBES, ef the manufacture ef ft a

NATIONAL TUBE WORKS CO
Weearry In stok all else, otwiU four pipe mv.Mnee. aad eut aid thread any site, from S Insa to

ll?VeJULLLIXF; RILLEks' SUPPLIES. Oar covers the whole rauga df
bTKAJI and WATZR geoda, and oar establishment is the aoknowle L:d heals carters.

NATURAL GAS SUPPLIES.
Tubinc, Casing and Pi pe. Cordage, Rig Irons, Prilling Tools, Bras Goods, Malleable,

Galvanized and Cast-iro- n Fittings. Complete line of IIousvFittinzs for Natural Gaa.

South Illinois Straat, Indianapolis, Ind.
GEORGE --A.

TELEPHONE S64. 77
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1839.

Oldest and Largest Lumber Yard and Planing Hill in k Cily

Both sides Georgia street, between Tencessee and Mississippi streets, one square west of Union Depot.
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TO BUILDERS OF NEW RESIDENCES: ) JIT TV JJ. CTlTVUflJD
1 We desire to call attention io our elegant I ubbl a OlilUiUYLIl
line of HRDWRE. ) 64 E. Washington St,
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